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YRE BIKE 


Ther wuz yung girl whad lifed inna JUBGLE. 
Thad JUBGLE inside held the lives ov her mind 
(inna tite grip, too!) 


In ther JUBGLE wuz sed, "Outside's null dead. 
Nonsense not know! Out in not got 
Signs outslip sans head to yer sorrow!" 


But thad room in her nite, on the pillow 

lay a window, 

otherside Outside up. 

There here here there thad mirrorqueer window! 


Downstairs boy! ran she 


and in she mikerskope read 
the fine print on the walls 
ov a tiny outer cathederal: 


"Don't be afraid to be afraid 
don't be afraid to go to there to here." 


And with thiz cross built she a door for went she 
Outside(inside) low. 


And it was Good. 


When girl back came she some signs let be known, 
“Logic knows no exit allowed" and they burned 
the little cathederal. 


Well, signs: whad good they did? 


the girl eventually died. 


But she let (in) be known 
what goes n what comes 
and now ther's 

doors 

in the walls 

of the JUBGLE... 


ROSEBUD 


The 45th rerun of "Citizen Kane", 
news and sign-off, 

the national anthem 

replaced by a tube full 

of electric snowflakes 

- freeze my eyes 

before I reach the switch. 


ve 


Darkness... 
There goes my last friend. 


It's lonely as hell 
at 3-in-the-morning 
when sleep won't come 


and even Orson Welles deserts you. 


CBRN VALE 


Calliope canorous 
beneath the stars 

and star-like, hued lights, 
twinkeling kaleido, 
barkers' happy harping 
from 3-shots-for-a-dime 
stuffed animal zoos, 
the smell of popcorn 
salty on the nose, 

and melt in the mouth 
cotton sticky candy 
that pinks the tongues 
of wide eyed 


RUBES 


who cannot see behind the 
glowing glittering 
and greasepaint 


to the canvas corner 
of a tattered tent 
where 

Marvin the Midget makes 
terrible, 

desperate 

writhing 

love 

to the Pant! Pant! 

Fat Lady 


in the sweat soaked sawdust. 


yowarth R. Quas imody 


Howarth R. Quasimodo 
22 times a day 
sang a song of glowing worms 


in his mother's hairy arms. 

Deformi-tea 

served in crooked cups, 

some with three handles, some with none. 

(Take yours with one hump,or two?) 

His father flogging turnips 

for the bell ringer of his local church, 
Swing...inG 
Ring...inG 

You know it couldn't hurt. 

Howarth knows he shouldn't spend life 

in Frankenstein's classic boots. 

He knows Frank doesn't need it. 

You know it couldn't hurt. 

Oh, turnips for the ringer! 

And give that kid a shirt! 

There's nothing uglier than a naked hump! 


You know it couldn't hurt! 
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ON THE PORCHES 

OF OLD MEN WITH 
THEIR HEADS LOST 
IN FAR OFF YESTER 


Only thru the co:plete 
cessation of imnagin- 
ation can the ultimate 
plan begin to appear: 


Rhyming Love Poe:ns 

MUST be reinstated if 
contenporary poets are 
ever going to have 
enuff :SSy to cop their 
share of TeeVee prine 
time... 


Sr, 


The absoulute elemon- 
ation of the Alpha 
Brain Wave is the Key. 


Don't be taken in by 
Avante-Garde notions - 
Love and Understand- 
ing are the ultimate 
crimes to the purity 
of the professionally 
created Ad-Jingle... 
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